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Dear Diary,

What happened before?

I feel like I’ve grown up - at least a little bit.

In short: I met an older man, had sex with him, and then also had sex with my best friend. I met the man’s wife (I didn’t have sex with her). Now my life is all about routines, keeping on living, and well, keeping on fucking. I’ve managed to eliminate almost every other man from my life. I haven’t even bother with any guys my own age. And yes, I’ve had fun with my best friend privately (yes, she is a woman, a gorgeous woman, and I am not gay).

So, here comes the big reveal: I think I’m kind of bisexual? I’ve always known all women are at least a bit, but I’m border crosser.

Look, I’m mostly straight, a normal girl with a preference for men. But sometimes, it’s fun to jump sides, too. It’s all about balance, right? One experience doesn’t make you gay, and ten experiences cleans the plate, yes?

Anyway, Dear Diary, I closed the last Diary with a smile and started you, my Dear Diary, with another smile plastered on my face. You do know what I’m about to write in you. I’M ALIVE, still!

This time, I won’t be the foolish, naive little girl with feigned life expectations anymore. I’ve grown a lot in the past year, almost a whole one! I’ve learned so much about myself and my sexuality. Opened myself up to trying new things. And honestly, I learned almost as much about myself through sex as I did mentally.

My old diary feels kind of useless now. Well, not completely useless. It’s fun to read back and see who I was, but it’s really just about me then. That diary was full of childish dreams for the future. Diary of misguided fantasies of a young, inexperienced teenager with her head in the clouds. Diary of one who thought she knew everything already. Now? Now I’m in a completely different situation. Now I should be a more mature, wiser woman.

A woman.

I’ve been rereading my last diary, and it’s so different from my life today. But that was then, and this is now. New situation. New Diary. (and don’t even ask about my normal diary, I cannot read that without laughing anymore).

New situation with my new Diary.

Now, how do I even begin…


 







the New Beginning






















Oh right, now I do remember…

Dear Diary, my last entry ended just as my vacation was about to start. I’d only just found out what the plan was. Our plan. Mine, my bestie’s, and well, partly the caveman’s too, apparently.

Let me copy a few lines from my previous diary:




“Sure, I think we are OK for the trip, just need to think and be careful of it, since it’s public at exhibition. But we talk about it later,” I said straight after the text message. No matter how much “gifts” to her would cost, I would pay it if my bestie wouldn’t want to.

“Doesn’t she have anything to say to any of this?” he turned to look at Kay. He had all that time talked of it all with her.

“No,” I said bluntly. And simply. “She has nothing to add nor to say. She has no vote.”

She looked at me furiously, but kept her mouth shut. Not a word, which was bit surprising. She never let anyone, and I mean Anyone, arrange things to her or let rule her life. But she was now my bitch. Grinned to her. Sub for a sub.

Dear Diary,

This year, first time in years, I am truly waiting and wanting my summer holidays to come.




There. Now we’re caught up with the past.

So, what happened next?

Well, things went back to normal until vacation time rolled in. By “normal,” I mean our normal life. Which meant my best friend and I kept having sex with the same man. We had a bit more regular schedule now that his wife gave us more leeway to meet. I think it was because I’d been acting exactly as she asked, and I continued to act respectfully towards her. Always. Well, why fight it? I knew in this situation, I only had a lot to lose by being anything but accommodating. Respecting her meant everything for me in the end.

I would have been a selfish child if I hadn’t learned new ways of respecting boundaries.

I knew I could never truly have him to myself. Right before the vacation started, I finally realized what his wife had gone through and who he really was. He isn’t a bad person at all, not by any means! He’s just … unique. One of a kind. He is a person. And while he doesn’t want to change me as I am, I have to respect him for who he is and make the same choice his wife has made. Even if it means I can never truly own him myself.

One more thing: his is NOT a bad person!

And no, I am not defending him.

He is who he wants to be. Nothing more. He’s very open and direct about what he means and does. He doesn’t lie, probably because he doesn’t have to. He doesn’t try to hide what he’s doing, from any of us. He leaves the choice to others to accept or reject him. Oh, he is incredibly passionate and loving, you can’t count that out. Even when he leaves the choice to others, he’s still loving and open about it. And he never tries to tie anyone down forcefully or with tricks. Well, let’s count the bedroom out of that, shall we? We’re not talking about that now. He gives everyone the same freedom he expects for himself. Sort of. He retains the same right to choose as he grants others.

Sounds narcissistic? Probably so, but no. Narcissists don’t give you a choice and they hoard all rights for themselves. But there’s a bit of narcissism in every person, even in open-minded people. It exists in all of us. Even in you, my Dear Diary.

Anyhow, so our life continued at a more frequent pace. I could even start to feel a bit more comfort in it, whatever kind of relationship you’d call it. To be honest with you, my Dear new Diary, sometimes I just wanted that closeness without the sex. I mostly have written of that to my normal diary, tho.

How did I manage that, you ask? Well … I let him have more sex with her, with my bestie, and only with her. I used my bestie openly for that. Okay, that sounds a bit dirty. And it is. But it’s still true.

My bestie had insisted many times that I wouldn’t be so possessive of him and his time with us. Sometimes, I just wanted closeness without sex. I figured those two things were compatible, and that’s how I introduced him to her - only. Letting them have their own time, then I’d steal him away for snuggles on the sofa or something.

He was always so tender with me after his private time with my bestie, and that worked perfectly. I wouldn’t never believe that before. And I could really use that tenderness…

Was I becoming the Mistress? Suddenly, I understood our Mistress better and clearer!

Of course, every time I heard them making love just the two of them, I felt some of loss. She was honestly quite loud, but I couldn’t blame here for that. He made us both loud. Still, as I always told myself, in that moment I was getting what I wanted. I wasn’t losing anything, but gaining even more! If he or she had an orgasm or sex, it didn’t mean I needed to have sex to get some closeness with him.

Hah, try telling that to your clit late at night. Tell that after he’d gone to his wife, after fucking my bestie, and all he gave you was snuggling and closeness you were after…

But then again, I was getting exactly what I wanted. That closeness from him, and afterwards, more closeness from my bestie too. So what if I missed out on just some sex? I was getting what I needed. I was growing up, you see. Learning to know what I truly needed and wanted, and not mix those things up. Sex wasn’t always closeness, and sometimes it certainly was! It depends what you need.

All this taught me to understand our Mistress so much better.

And I was taking that closeness from my bestie, too, when she offered it to me after fucking our caveman. She made me feel good about it. I guess she was, in some way, thanking me without ever saying the words out loud. Words would have ruined it. But she always got me. It was easy for her to comfort me and give me what I needed. She knew me so well.

Thank goodness she never thanked me! I wouldn’t have known what to say. I probably would have dumped her right then and there. Some things are just better left unsaid.

Okay! Yes, I admit it, my Dear Diary. Sometimes that closeness she gave afterwards ended up with us both having an orgasm. And afterwards, we’d snuggle even closer. Well, I wasn’t made of wood, I still got horny after hearing them fucking hard. She was always so tender with me, making love to me. No raw fucking or just quick orgasms those nights. She made me feel loved.

In some weird way, we all got what each of us wanted personally. His wife got her time away from him, knowing where he was and what he was doing, and probably something extra too. Guess that’s a kind of security in marriage? And since she had asked, actually asked me to keep her updated in some way, she appreciated it. So I did, and she appreciated it by giving him more to us. I got incredibly good sex and closeness practically whenever I wanted it. Plus, I had a boyfriend of sorts. My best friend got the sex she was after. Plus, closeness with me afterwards, and even without him. And he? Oh, he got it all. A lot and in any way he wanted. I don’t even know exactly what he’s after, but I’m totally sure he’s getting it! Well, he’s got three different women to fuck with, plus a family, work, and hobbies. What else is there to want?

Anyways, as I reread through my past diaries, I see just how much I’ve grown, and in what way. I feel so much more like a woman now. Liberated from the burdens that most women put on themselves. Fully liberated from the norm since I didn’t follow it. I did what felt right for me and for the people around me. I didn’t need to be “something” that society, media, or marketing said. Not even what “most people” said I should be. I could breathe and enjoy life in my own way, and that helped me grow in my own head.

Of course, this didn’t teach me everything in life. What could? Those things I write in another diary. I don’t even want to think I’m omnipotent now in any way. But what I do think I’ve learned is knowing and understanding my own sexuality better. And something of other people’s too. That, I think, is one of the biggest keys to self-knowledge. Sexuality, I believe, is one of the most vital, thriving things in human life.

We ARE animals, after all.

And my own sexuality, besides my bestie’s, I definitely learned! He was such a good teacher. So good, in fact, that there were only a few things that made me say “No.” Those were usually things like deep-throating and some weird bondage stuff I wasn’t sure about. Those I haven’t quite learned to enjoy yet. Of course, some versions were fun even for me. The ones where I knew I could stop it all right away, by removing whatever was on me.

Oh, don’t let me get sidetracked here, my Dear Diary! Heck, I’m getting hot just to think about it!

Anyhow, vacation week starts tomorrow!


 







the Vacation week no. 1, day 2






















Dear diary, this has been the lamest week of my vacation with the caveman so far.

I mean, this week was devoted to the caveman and his wife. We weren’t allowed to contact him in any way, no matter what. We could only contact his wife, but only in an emergency or if she asked us to reach out.

And we both had arranged, with great sacrifices, to have our vacations at the same time. That had been a real pain in a butt to arrange vacations this late. Now, I’ll be having my last summer vacation next January, after Christmas. But heck, I thought it would be worth it.

So, we finally had our first week off and alone, just me and my bestie. What did we do? She got this amazing idea to hit the bars every night, somehow convincing me that we were free women to do whatever we wanted. Well, I was up for some fun, not too much, tho. So, we headed out with our girlies, bar-hopping, just like usual. On the second night of bar-hopping, in the middle of the night, I noticed two guys bar-hopping with us from place to place. One was with my best friend, and the other, surprisingly, was with me.

I tried to talk to her about it, but we were both way too drunk for a coherent conversation. I remember explaining to the other guy that I was a one-man woman and I already had one. Still, I don’t know what happened that night. I found myself kissing him passionately. I wasn’t drugged, I’m sure of it. I was just having bit too much to drink, that’s all. I think.

Later that night, I found myself and my bestie at my apartment with those two men. Both men were already naked. She had just handed me a couple of condoms from my nightstand, and then she headed to the living room with her guy. I wasn’t as sober as I would have liked to be, but I was still dragging, more like guiding, the other man to my bed.

They were going to have their night of a lifetime, I thought, as I tried to put the condom on his hard dick.

Of course, I was excited and hot. If I hadn’t been burning, they wouldn’t be there. Being excited meant they would have fun tonight. He was, after all, my first other man in about a year or so.

Tho, it turned out that life hadn’t changed much until I went exclusive with the caveman and my bestie. No foreplay, well, not even from my side! He pushed into me like he’d miss his chance otherwise. I don’t know, I got the feeling he didn’t know what to do with gorgeous woman. My caveman had been so easy to have sex with, no matter who was leading.

This time, I had a problem even opening my legs to someone, especially to that guy. Finally, when I got them open, he was, at the same moment, trying to push his dick inside my pussy.

It’s hard to remember these days, but my bestie and I are really very sexy and beautiful women. Both of us are trophies any man would want to have, even for a minute. And it showed in his actions. He wouldn’t have rushed in that way otherwise, I’m sure of that.

Thankfully, he hadn’t been so drunk that he would be too sloppy. Well, not at least as drunk as I was.

He got his dick inside my pussy, and started fucking me right away. He didn’t touch my bouncing breasts, which I would have loved at that moment. He just kept fucking me like in some bad porn movie. I had to start caressing my breasts myself. That started to get me a bit hotter.

Unfortunately, for him, that kind of fucking didn’t impress me anymore. I knew better now.

I think my more open sexuality with myself had a bad effect on him. He kept looking at my breasts when I caressed them, breathing now more heavily. When I touched my pussy, my finger on my clit, he started throbbing inside me. Either I was amazingly sexy, or he hadn’t had sex in a long time, or he just couldn’t handle beautiful women like me. When he started to ejaculate into the condom, I quickly pulled myself out of the situation.

Unfortunately, he wasn’t drunk enough to last longer.

I didn’t help him on that at all. Then I walked away from him to the doorway to see how my bestie was doing. There I was, standing naked in the doorway. My guy was finishing himself off with a handjob by himself, at least that’s what I thought from what I was hearing.

The guy was fucking her from behind. At least she did seem to be enjoying it. But from her sounds, it wasn’t as much as he probably thought. After a bit, she turned her head towards me accidentally. She was smiling at me, then looking at me closed. “What’s happening?” she asked with her normal voice while the guy was fucking her hard.

“Oh, he finished already,” I shrugged my shoulders, with a hint of disappointment.

What happened next was something so funny, so hilarious that I hadn’t seen in a long time.

“What?” she stopped everything she was doing. He kept on fucking her, tho.

I only shrugged again.

She pulled herself forward. “Get the fuck out of me,” she almost yelled at him.

“What? What did I do?” the guy was puzzled.

“Take that limp-dick friend of yours with you and get the fuck out of here,” she yelled at him.

He looked at her puzzled. Then he turned to look at me at the doorway, where I was standing naked. He tried to ask with his eyes if there would be chance with me. I shook my head at him. “Oh, you’re full of shit,” he cursed out loud at my bestie.

He got up, starting to put his clothes on. He looked at my bestie. “Really? Honestly?”

“Get the hell out,” she just said to him, sitting naked on the sofa. She had no intention of putting her clothes on at all. It must have been torture for the guy, to have two naked, sexy women around naked and both were denying him access.

When he had his pants on, he walked to the doorway his t-shirt on his hand, staring at me like he wanted to kill me, probably after raping me first. Then he looked past me, seeing his buddy on the bed, trying to remove the condom from his dick. “You fucking asshole,” he started cursing at him.

I walked over to my bestie, sat next to her, and leaned on her armpit to rest and watch the show.

That guy walked into my bedroom, cursing at his friend, who was making excuses and cursing back at him. Soon we saw them putting on their shoes and jackets. They left without saying a word to us.

“Well, I tried,” I said to my bestie.

“I can see that, babe, I’ll try to pick better for you next time,” she said, caressing my breasts.

“Next time?” I laughed. I was drunk enough for that laugh. I just cursed to myself that I’d had sex with that kind of guy.

“Well, it’s our free week, babe,” she said while still caressing my breasts.

After a moment of silence, I got up. “I’ve got to head to sleep,” I said to her, and walked to my bedroom.

“Whatta fuck? Really?” I heard her cursing after I had left to my bedroom.

My body was still excited, wanting sex so bad, but I was not in the mood at all. I just got into bed and buried myself in the duvet. She followed after getting a couple of glasses of water. “Drink,” she ordered me before I snoozed off. She drank half of her glass and placed the glass on the nightstand. I handed her my empty glass and went back deep into bed.

She stood there looking at me. I didn’t let that bother me. “Bloody hell, girlfriend,” she said, and pulled open my drawer, where I kept all my sex toys. She picked one dildo, my second favorite, and crawled next to me, under the duvet. I was afraid she was going to rape me with that big dildo, but no. She started to fuck herself with it. Guess she was truly in the mood, still.

I did kiss her softly, and she kissed me back, as she buried the dildo in her pussy. She rubbed her clit forcefully, pounding her tiny pussy with that dildo hard. Somehow, she got into it so much that she started to lick and eat my breasts. It actually felt nice.

I felt her fucking herself with my dildo. The bed was swaying from the force of it. Of course, the alcohol in her made it easier for her to get an quick orgasm. Probably, that’s why she hunted men from the bar when she was a bit drunk. But I didn’t mind her fucking herself next to me. Well, heck, if I didn’t mind her fucking my caveman, why should I start minding from an innocent thing like fucking herself with my dildo?

She finally finished herself the second time. “So much better than him,” she said to me. “You want some?”

“Too tired,” I said honestly. “And disappointed.”

“Okay, babe. I’ll clean this in the morning,” she said, placing the dildo on the bedside. She snuggled in to my armpit, and later, we both started to fall asleep.

“Bad fucking night,” I heard her murmur before she started to sleep. “Literally.”





the Vacation week no. 1, day 5








Dear Diary,

She followed thru on her promise at my apartment that night when she kicked out those men. It did take a lot of effort from her, actually. As she said, this was our free week, so she dragged me to the bar like every night. Even our girlies couldn’t make it out that often. So, we began bar-hopping the whole week. We didn’t drink as much alcohol as we had that one night when we brought those guys back to my apartment to be fucked.

We probably did every bar in town, every night! The good thing was she probably had slept with most of the bartenders and bouncers. I mean, it didn’t cost us anything to get into those bars and nightclubs. We did dance, mostly drinking non-alcoholic drinks, but enough alcohol to keep the fun going, or some king of fun, anyways.

I opened myself up to dancing with men I had never met before. Every time I wondered if I should take him back to my place. Every time I returned to the table where my bestie was while she shook her head. I don’t know how she made her picks. A couple of times, she did actually consider the man I had been dancing with.

To be true, I wasn’t sure if I wanted anyone to fuck me at all. That last guy was so low-level, it made me even less inclined. Sure, it should have been a good merit to get a guy to cum that fast, but it wasn’t fun for a woman! I feared if all drunk fucks would be like that in the future. Most of them in my life had already been like that, but I had thought before it was a good thing? Silly me!

Then, on Friday, my bestie walked to our table with one guy. Well, actually, with a guy and his friend. She knew both of them, and I had no trouble guessing how well exactly. She introduced me to her friend. We started out good. Neither of us was hammered, just had enough alcohol to loosen us up a bit. Or a bit more.

I can only think that he was meant for me. Was or wasn’t, I started to get closer to him, and even tease him a bit under the table. But only a bit, all innocent and all that crap. Later, I even started to make out with him that night at the bar. My bestie took good care to make sure I hadn’t gotten too much to drink. Guess she was feeling a bit guilty about what had happened to me last time earlier that week.

He was actually good at making out. His touches were gentle but didn’t give any two-way signs. Only one-way signs, that’s for sure! His fingers were skillful in touching me. Even so, I didn’t always realize where his
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